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the dreaming tracks 


tainless 


early, but deer already coming from the hills. motor off, 1 drift neutral 
down a dirt road trickling between greasy banks of a hollow full of 
equipment depots and autobody shops. commuters swerve westbound 
on 80. city houses mutter into their lattes as they jostle each other for 
room, no tain to wash the soot from their skins. the sewers can’t 
swallow the dust fast enough. dust crawls through doors, covers 
derelict radiators and bare feet left on hardwood floors. inside the cage 


ate shelves filled with boxes of buttons and belt buckles 


at half past 


a visiting blizzard moults over the hills, skirls into the yard. all night long, coffee tables, 
sofas and curtains shuffling down icy roads, sand trucks still asleep. another hard-lit 
morning. i know last night locked up turned the stove off, did not set foot anywhere but 
kitchen and bathroom but the house wakes up to the faces of displaced toasters and coffee- 


makers pressed against the window. 


Vegas 


dawn crawls out from behind a Taco Bell. 
drive down Route 80, turn left. Route 95 opens into desert. 
after arriving in Vegas stow your rented Infiniti among the other shining vessels 


circling the Mirage 


the odds 


inside the Magic Hour there is no past or future, only the ozony smell 
of the air conditioner, precisely timed gusts of febreze, furtive click of 
roulette wheels, snap of fresh cards, muted bleat of slot machines and 
the captains on deck at their VLTs, stoically pulling the levers that will 
yield the cherries or lemons that will decide whether they can plant 


their flags in a new land or suffer six more months of salt pork and 


scutvy 


]missing[ 


1 

sounds like a frisian whistling through the port, ships arriving empty 
and leaving laden with pallets full of shadows. mine not among them. 
my shadow disappeared somewhere between the rivers and lonely 
snows beyond the Pyrenees. i enter a bardo state, purchase a cheese 
sandwich, speaking to the cashier as if from a dungeon burined in a 


slippy memoty castle 


2 

all the shadows in the asylum are massed behind walls. i've been 
registered sane, not permitted inside, this time either, but i surveil all 
the gravel lanes, walks taken by inmates, their caretakers and the trees, 
silver in half-light, shuffling back and forth. behind the graveyard is a 
plot where they make the shadows grow clouds, mine is not here 


either. curfew is announced. 


3 

smoke from the east, dust tasting of pumpkin spice, walmart bags 
frolicking across volcanic rock. near the border, stars draft oil tankers 
racing down the one-lane highway leading to more foothills. long trek 
to the gates where guards shine lights in my eyes. they ascertain i have 
no shadow and release me. superstores clank over scrub where no 


shadow ever existed 


4 

unmarked police cars follow me until i pass the industrial park and can 
finally eat the cheese sandwich. main street skirts a billboard displaying 
the clay mask of another politician vowing to lock up illegal shadows. 1 
limp down even darker streets telling the same story over and over, the 


same little story blurring the already blurred hiding in the walls 


eS 

the peatmaster lives in a tiny house on a rocky outcrop overlooking a 
series of small valleys. flicker of bonfire, more trees advancing from 
the west. 1 climb the dolomite, watch until the trucks turn to dust. my 
job is to walk the paths, clear away corpses, order women, children, old 
people to go inside and not come out into open night. 1 have never 


missed my shadow more 


6 

all the light is dead, all this light emitted millions of years ago, 
everything that no longer exists or is kept alive by memory, is here 
now, shimmering on snow. more smoke. i pass two columns of 
soldiers marching along the coast, dressed in steel helmets and 
verdigris winding-sheets. there, middle column, my shadow glances at 


me, looks away without missing a beat 


cities of the parklands 


life in the annexed territories after the UCP government 
of Alberta sold its provincial parks to subsidize the oil 


industry 


Christina Lake 

though the city blooms with pilot projects, unfiled drilling 
applications allude to the dark of the buried lake. for everything 
in Christina is secretly driven by the aquifer hidden in thin 
shale laminations far beneath the Phase 3 


Multi-Stage Expansion 


thus, a unique form of in-situ religion exists 

at Christina Lake. every church contains thermal pipes, 
refrigerant loops, sensing bulbs. this is because the inhabitants 
believe God lies in cross-well seismic profiles 


and hydrophonic receivers 


Poplar Creek 

in the burgeoning metropolis of Poplar Creek, north 

of Fort McMurray, stands a doghouse containing fifty steel pipes. 
the region is known for porosity. its underground reservoir 

can induce any investor who crosses city limits into 


monetizing top opportunities 


on the map of our new Empire, there must be room 
for both the big stone Poplar Creek and all the even greater 
Poplar Creeks waiting to emerge from the steel pipes 


each of these cities a future [PO 


Saleski 

the first thing any new arrival visits is the city’s cyclic 
steam-assisted gravity drainage system. but on an overcast 
day you come across a gtid which resembles a giant 


tic-tac-toe board in the northern woods 


in fact, this pattern is a 10M 3D seismic program 
riding the thin edge of a bitumen wedge estimated at 400 
billion barrels of oil, but you have no way 


of knowing this yet 


as a pioneer you have trouble telling one frontier 
park-town from another. your heart quickens and you blurt 
into your headset, what line separates inside from outside 


the rumble of wheels from the howl of wolves? 


Algar 

Algarians are born knowing there are two Algars 

Algar 1, jewel of the 598 section area of the Boreal Forest 
Natural Annex is full of mixed stand materials of maximum 
worth. but these inhabitants also know another 


Algar exists 


a second Algar buried in understory, shrubs and forbs 

lease areas of deadfall and slash. the twisted spires of this fecal 
city conceal murderous pines who mock productive outcrop 
all new Algarians must protect pioneer life, erase all traces 

of the Lower Algar, fight crime against 


Q4 projections 


Orion 

disturbing reports of strangers roaming the streets 

of the great city of Orion, due to the reservoir being more 
heterogeneous than expected. on any given day you may see 
a cut-and-backfill twirling a parasol, followed by a glacial 


valley revealing her full age, veiled eyes evasive 


yet more characters enter the erosional landscape 
of the Sedimentary Basin, a low-stand delta lobe, a hoodoo 
leading a lobster on a leash. but even on holiday in 


quaternary geology, no one greets anyone 


eyes lock for a second then drop away. this is because 
every paleo-river channel flogs its own grim story of fluvial 
oppression and so the carousel of fantasy at Orion 


never ceases 


Tucker 

no one knows if Tucker is unlucky because it is 
unfinished or because of some enchantment raised 

by remediation of older wells, but Capital 1 rates it 
the worst performing in-situ city in the newly annexed 


parklands. investors dropping from the boughs 


however, Tucker with its pitiful steam-oil ratio 
production under 10,000 bpd, cannot be called abandoned 
at any hour you can see maidens bathing in the glycol 


loop, perfuming themselves in electrical feed 


my explanation is this - the wells, built too low 

and close to the water saturation zone due to NDP 
misuse of resources, were not fully remediated and naiads 
invaded the city of Tucker. in the mornings you can 


hear them sing. culling policy applies 


Albian Sands 

citizens of Albian Sands wake between fresh sheets 
wash with hydrocyclones. they wear brand new clothes, 
place their superceded mission statements 


in plastic recycling bags 


Albian's rubbish of 141,000 kms of forest and muskeg 
would invade the world were it not for heroic 

Albians and their epic Caterpillar 797B 

capable of carrying away 400 tons 

of yesterday 
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Heartland 


Time to get up and start walking. Heartland City smells like rotten eggs. Not even Lot’s wife 
would want to look back. Proceed past the rusted trestle bridge, the two gas plant chimneys 
looming like ancient plinths. Survival’s not so hard once you have a plan. First, pretend you 
were born with no memory and erase the city you once knew. Accept your life was spared 
for a reason. Then remind yourself this is a dream and you can’t believe anything you see, 


hear, taste, touch ot smell. 


Above all else focus on finding your father. You are a searcher, a professional, rising at dawn 
to keep vigil at the train station. This is your job. At the peak of fatigue where you just want 
to give up, think of how you were spared where so many in your Orange Zone 
neighbourhood were sent to Maverick Camps. You will find Father, bring him home. Mum’s 
eyes will light up, she will embrace him first of course, then turn to you, forgive all the stupid 


selfish shit you did during the War of Secession. Then she will gather you in her arms. 


Your plod in, through, around ruts, cardboard soles pierced by stones and roots. Wagons 
creak, horses scream, hob-nailed boots scrape burnt earth, a cry pierces the steady din. More 
tents, in fields, lots, along old trails by the river, a tide of migration you’ve only read about in 
books, or seen in movies. “It’s all your fault,” Mum said. “No one would have noticed us if 
you hadn’t posted that video.” But the spoiled princess posting videos and giving away your 
father’s location during lockdown wasn’t really you. She was a different person, one who no 


longer exists. 


11 


Yes, it happened like this. One night you went to sleep and never woke up. You walk, talk, 
gesture as friends, family, neighbours, kids at school, teachers you haven’t seen since 
kindergarten appear in strange places. In a dream it doesn’t matter if Mr Gas Mask clutches 
your arm and warns you about national coffin shortages. Shrug when no one is who they 
were yesterday. Jim is now Avenger999, Tiffani is DefCon5. Shrug again when you see your 
high school science teacher posting anti-vaccine videos on brnterth, and of course Madison 
Steinke, head girl, only three years older than you, is wearing a vintage Wexit ball cap. 
Lloydminster should have been completely annexed long ago. Coronation is now Freedom. 


Yet although the North Saskatchewan River is now the Albertan, it still flows the same way. 


The road dips, trees scrawl empty manifestos across a pale sky. Here is where you can best 
picture Father. Tall, slightly stooped, black hair slowly fading to grey. High brow, ferocious 
eyebrows, keen blue eyes. No, actually, his eyes are the same capricious hazel as yours, and 
only pass for blue in the right light, and you know he is still somewhere in the world. He 
can’t be dead, or caged in a barbed-wire wasteland down East. You know he’s walking, a 


long quick stride, just like yours. 


You arrive at the station early enough to catch the yardmaster steering cars on the main 
siding. Shop buildings congregate by the track. The yard locomotive chuffs and starts pulling 
a string of railcars out the assembly complex, kicking them onto the train where brake-bots 
confirm the couplings. You’ve come to learn a lot about trains these past weeks. The 
Chinooks, although loaded with passengers, are never promising sites for finding Father. 
Returning soldiers hitch rides on the big freights, best bets being the scabrous poorly 
inspected supply trains out of which, every day, a few soldiers emerge. Sometimes the men 
deboard just to stretch their legs, find food and water, have a smoke or flirt with the girls 


hanging around the station using their passports and ration cards to snag protectors. 


12 


Train-watching is a tougher job than anyone, Mum, could possibly imagine. As soon as the 
men climb off the trains you compare their faces to the most recent photograph of your 
father. You’ve studied his photo long enough to imagine what he looks like now. His young 
face will be seamed. He may be leaning on crutches, missing an arm or leg. Not only do you 
not know when or where he might appear, itll be hard to even recognize him. The pick-up 
trucks arrived, took him away and sent him to a Maverick political conversion camp in 


Northern Alberta. 


The first Chinook pulls in. Nine a.m., already the station is teeming. You swerve through the 
travellers, refugees, buskers, vendors conjuring essential oils, supplements. A complete set of 
bridgework glitters with gold teeth. NFT consultants hawking ethereum, theta, chiliz. Dodge 
the woman in black. She once held you up for an hour or so mourning her son and 
lamenting her vast array of illnesses. Do not dwell on how many soldiers you missed while in 
her clutches. Porters trundle by with steamer trunks, valises, portmanteaux on wooden 
dollies. Tickle of hay, bite of wood. Stench of horses and wagons now transporting 
passengers to outlying towns. Just like medieval times. Pin your eyes to the most current 
schedule where they’ve taped new place names over the old ones. Strathmore now Kleinville, 


that’s new. Around you voices rise and fall like wind, rain, artillery fire. 


The 11:10 freight sparks to a stop. You bolt from the station platform and return to the 
railyards. First eliminate all men with the wrong height, hair and skin colour. Once this is 
done you can start narrowing in on movements, gestures. You patrol the length of the 
freight, peering into each enclosure to ensure no soldier is hiding behind cartons or pallets. 
This is a mixed-freight, bearing oil shale, grain and building supplies to the new Republic. 
Two railway cops pass but they know your face and won’t work themselves up over a girl 


who doesn’t look crazy, or like a prostitute. 
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After checking the passengers on the last Chinook of the day you sigh and prepare for the 
long walk back to the city, setting your face into the mask needed to greet your mother. She 
no longer even scolds you for running off and shirking your responsibilities. She doesn’t 
speak to you at all, just leaves food in the fridge for you to eat or not, whatever. You flatten 
your features into your usual googly-eyed look when at home. Another thing that’s easy to 


do with practice. 


The first thing your mother did when the Western Heritage tanks rolled into Heartland was 
clean the house. Cleaning isn’t the right word, more like a tide stripping a defenceless coast. 
After shredding, burning and burying anything proving you had ties to the Orange Party, 
your mother thanked you but just when it looked as if she would actually hug you, you drew 


back. She looked stricken, then turned and walked away, closing the door behind her. 


A soldier appears as if conjured by the smoke from the tire fire. You watch him for a while, 
but it’s only a reflex action. Its been a bad day, you’ve been oddly scattered and 
unsystematic, all that running back and forth between freight and passenger tracks as if you 
haven’t been doing this for months. But there’s something about the man. You pull out the 
photograph and compare him to your father. The soldier is the right height and colouring. 
Although you’ve had enough of this day, you can’t let him go until he’s eliminated. You duck 
inside the station where you can scry the soldier from the window, without him being able to 
pick you out through the lights. The soldier’s uniform is Canadian, baggy, sleeve torn at the 
cuff. Your right eyebrow rises, he may have lost his Western Heritage uniform, he may have 


been captured, tortured. Maybe he’s in disguise. 
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The man outside the station window looks disoriented. His face is long, stubbled, 
weatherburned. He pauses, turns toward the window where you are standing. You still 
haven’t eliminated him. In fact, everything about him seems familiar, his stiff gait, the way he 
grinds his heels into the ground when he walks. He pauses, looks at the station, intently, 
longingly, exactly the way you’ve been watching it for the past six months. High forehead, 


just like yours, eyes cast downward as if not daring to look up or around. 


You continue watching, the way he moves, the way he turns his head as if searching for 
someone or something, not consulting a map or asking anyone for directions. His whole air 
of being in a dream. Without remembering moving, you are now standing before the soldier 
and even though you’ve rehearsed a welcome home speech for two years all you can say is, 


“Tt’s me.” 


The soldier glances down at you as if you’re just another vulture staking out the station for a 
husband, a ration card, an ID. Or worse. The sky is darkening, a fresh wind sending the tire 
smoke e very which way. “It’s me. Marianne,” you say to your father. The soldier continues 
standing, arms that once picked you up, carried you, dangling at his sides. Finally his eyes 
meet yours. He opens his mouth, but only emits a strange dry sound from the back of his 
throat. But this encounter couldn’t go any other way. Of course he doesn’t recognize you. 


You’re as strange to him as he is to you. 


You reach into your coat pocket and pull out your documents. Birth certificate, Heartland 
residency card with photo, name, nationality, proof of Alberta origin. All properly stamped 
and signed. You present it to your father. Finally he looks at you in recognition. His hands 
tremble as he compares your face to your ID photo. He mumbles something, maybe a 
Canadian phrase he picked up in the East. His eyes light up, blue as your own. He smiles, 


stoops, turns his cheek to receive your kiss. 
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Your father still hasn’t said anything, but he walks like you, a long lope, and you can see your 
two sets of footsteps braided in the dust. Take your father’s hand. Lift your head. Look at 
the shell of a house, two walls standing, a rope swing still hanging from a gutted tree, a 
woman in black whacking the backside of a crying child, stalled on a path leading to a 
refugee camp. The chimneys come and go. You can now look. The dream is over. You can’t 
wait to see the look on your mother’s face, when you walk through the door. The way her 
eyes will glow when she sees him, of course recognizing him at first sight. And then she will 
turn to you, eyes washed in tears as it dawns on her. You have been strong, brave, working 
for Father’s return all along. You look up at him. Your father. He nods at you, eyes blue as 


the pre-war sky, his long fingers curled over your hand as you lead him into Heartland. 
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repeal 


i sail a dirge down furtive carpets in rooms cold as shark-fin soup, chairs 
playing poker with broken necks, sheets smeared with hemorrhoid cream. 
zygotes flee across the TV screen. the wretched hotel calls the Morality 
Squad, some Gideon left a new testament in the drawer, everyone knows the 
Good News was repealed in 2016. users of religion are instructed to consult 
Leviticus. all hotels in the city have installed a snitch line making me 

a spy in this cryptic epoch and it is cold, heavy fog 

drifting in, the ship sounds far away too 


far to sea 


17 


en garde 


cameras swivel over the razorwire squaring the de-listed park. 1 follow the 
fenceline for a while before a black SUV stops in front of me. a man rolls down 
his window, tells me ?’m in direct contravention. i shake a barometer at him and 
throw it at the fence, making it crackle and flash. next day i return, stockpiled 
with photos, diplomas, family abums. every day i will bombard this fence 


with relics of a less cruel future 


18 


banner day 


a live wire snaps off a pylon, whips in the air above the galleons stopped 
at the light. guards patrol the streets until the shops roll up their grills. 

a banner flows down the wall of the Dome. 1 dump my blame 

in the trenches separating me from tenements roaming 


the streets demanding spare change 


19 


whisperer 


yet more people ramshackling around weaponized tenements. nearly all the original 
balconies lie broken on the ground. unquiet spirits churn afternoon into evening. 
before i even reach my room the bannister curses me, i slow-clap, our daily call-and- 


response 


soon as i greet the door and enter, the wall starts in on me. age, aching joints from 
years spent bearing all the weight of such a drab building, perfidious roofs and 
glamorous windows getting all the credit. floorboards groan. oh, the footfalls they 


have suffered. so far, same old 


ceiling rife with spiders feasting on yesterday’s storm. the tv sulks in its brackish pool. 
a leaf flits through the window, lands on the kitchen table, which bellows in outrage. 


the bathroom mirror tut-tuts as i blow oil futures out my nose 


lowered into this unsettled hour, cut with doubt, 1 quiet over a bowl of thought. 
moments patter down on me, ghost crabs scuttle up to the wrackline. stop, i shout. 1 


only press buttons, flip switches, pull levers. i can’t free any of you, 1 can’t free myself 


morning shunts back and forth on a swing. birds trudge to work, drifwood rumbles 
up and down the street. the Gulf is a grey, molded substance dotted with drains 


circled by shanty towns. windless, only the memory of an old storm stirring the sands 


snow a skein of pain. today’s corpses hanging from branches. i touch the trees and 
listen, what angers them most is not the weight of bodies, or the blood, but all the 


heads just tossed on the ground 


20 


maybe i listened too long to those infernal trees. they are following me back to the 
city, knotted, overwrought, shouting at people in the street. i finally shake my 
inquisitors at a parking lot where the Corporation’s eight chimneys emit today’s 


reality 


despite all the bail-outs, the Corporation went mad and fired everyone, filling the 
streets with ex-citizens dropping into potholes. far end of the parking lot, pampas 


grasses all in collusion, refusing to speak to anyone, even me 


a sun tries paddling through the infomercials babbling along the horizon line. 1 slick 
through the drainage tunnel, descend the stairs below the loading dock because i 
must, it’s my job. i go slower and slower, a ton of suppressed ocean weighing me 


down 


walls start yelling about the centipedes, mud adders, shit, so much shit, as they do 
every single night. the lexicon-machine glows in its compound. as usual it tells me 
about ash, stone, iron. 1 sit by its side and wait until it starts murmuring about soft 


loamy soil, the touch of plants and animals 


i sing to the lexicon-machine, make it feel safe, loved, convince it that tomorrow i will 
take it to those places it knew and loved and had to leave. i tell it 1 know the 
Corporation is mad. i reassure the machine how important it is to the new reality, the 


lexicon-machine finally sleeps 


all too soon it will wake, its memories turned to tomorrow’s reality. job done for 
another night, i leave the way i came. the hill has kept the moon up all night over 
how steep and scrubby it is. 1 look up at the moon yawning her head off over the 
unfortunate hill, the trees full of corpses, the severed heads, the mad Corporation, the 


homesick lexicon. tomorrow, already here 
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Omicron fugue 


The house is undulating, crockery leaping off shelves and crashing to the floor, women in 
tafeta dresses flung screaming across the room. Wide-eyed candles wading in pools of their 
own wax. The tapestried dining hall is full of bearded men stabbing bloody loins, women 
with shrunken bodies and enormous heads like X-File aliens, all as white as a moon fallen on 
some dark riverbank. A long corridor studded with crooked doors leads to the ornate 
bedchamber, windows bound in steel bodices and all night long the dreams just keep on 


playing as I lie, a mere conduit for the same day to pass over and over. 


Curfew lifted. I venture into the city for the first time this year. Streets are bleak, air heavy 
with misdemeanour. Overflowing bins, litter cyclones, vast savannahs of cement and chaos. 
My face appears beside me in a large pane of glass, two faces occupying the same space, 
heads floating in and out of the dark, under and over each other like symbiotic beings, barely 
split personalities trapped in grey-town. minding gaps, words swelling around me in big 
balloons. My dreams have come out to line the avenue, posed like old-movie stars, gnarled 
limps dripping gold leaves. It is nearing the time when the city crawls down from trees, out 


of sewers to roost in doorways and trawl the streets. 


22 


ladder 


FOOTSTEPS ECHOING 

hurry! come on! 

iam hurrying! you should have warned me 

7 did warn you. t told you two days ago this was happening 

it doesn’t matter now. just come and look 

BANGING, SQUEAKING 

this way 

do we have to go all the way up 

yes. come on. come on. up the ladder. you must go first 

a 

RUSTLING, MORE BANGING 

STATIC 

you sure this ladder is safe? strong enough to hold me? 
of course it is. now get moving. 

the test is only scheduled to continue for the next half hour or so 
RUSTLING, SQUEAKING, BANGING 
CRACKLING 

ohmigod it’s cold up here. i wasn’t — 1 haven’t — 


no one is, no one has 
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remand 


bored, he takes the weapon apart, puts it back together. after selecting 
a fresh toothpick from the dispenser on his desk he scans the affidavit. 


she barely flinches when he rises to shut the door 


24 


II 


over time 


25 


Colonies 


Another underwater summer day, warmer than the one before it, temperature pushing the 
bruised sky to breaking point. A woman enters a squat brick building on Opie’s street. Heat 
beats the tympanum of asphalt, bakes the cars lining the curb. Opie fills a metal tub with 
water, carries it with both hands to the park. Around him, the pop of styrofoam, crinkle of 
cellophane, lunches unveiled. Cigarette smoke hangs in the air. People gather at the gazebo 
to hear the band. They sway slightly, tap their feet, some are humming, until a bird-boned 


woman tugs a boy Opie’s age away from the group, her words stinging long after they leave. 


He places the metal tub on the ground and sits cross-legged beside it. Ants swarm around 
him, flowing from pebble to twig to leaf, ceaselessly entering and exiting a pinprick in a tiny 
mound of sand. At last he sees the larger black ants he’s been waiting for. He picks them up, 
using his thumb and index fingers as tweezers and drops them into the centre of the tub. 
They swim, although none of Opie’s books say that ants can swim. Tiny air cushions form 
around their legs so it looks like they’re gliding. Sometimes ants climb on the backs of other 
ants and pull themselves out. After a while, they lose momentum, bogging down until they 
curl like hanged men just beneath the surface of the water. “Hahaha. You can’t possibly 
sutvive the German war machine. To the concentration camp with you.” Opie flicks an ant 


into the metal tub. “Another Allied soldier falls into the hands of Hitler.” 


26 


Afternoon deepens into evening. The ants crumple, abdomens curling up into their thoraxes 
as they sink. Afternoon deepens. A different band begins to play and the bass pounds, loud, 
crude, rhythmic. The park twinkles with broken glass. High school kids emerge from bushes, 
congregate at the cenotaph, dressed in black, white and scarlet. An ant straightens, fights to 
the surface. Opie taps it back down, a worthy adversary. It stops moving again, hovering 
beneath the surface of the water like the sun fixed in the sky. Most of the ants are bobbing in 
the water, Opie watches so intently he forgets to blink and sees lines everywhere, trees cross- 


hatched in red. A horn blares, a girl breaks cover and runs. 


A group in combat fatigues assembles at the cenotaph. Opie sees a few ants shrivelled at the 
bottom of the tub. He never meant to let them drown. “The Germans cannot win. The 
Allies will rescue you from the torture.” He reaches to the bottom of the tub with a long 
twig, pulls out the wizened bodies and lays them out on the warm sidewalk. Antennae twitch, 
abdomens uncurl, some ants start staggering across the pavement. Soon he sees them flow 
into the grass, re-joining the line to the colony as if nothing happened. One runs down his 


hand and onto his arm. 


The light deepens as if it had been left on too long. Night intensifies, along with the music. 
The teenagers pose like iguanas at the cenotaph, silhouettes dark against sunset fire. Above, 
layers of crystalline blue. It is time for Opie to leave. One last look at the cenotaph then he 
tips the tub. Water rushes out, carrying away the last of the ants, overturning pebbles and 


twigs, washing out the colonies. 
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enemy aliens 


menace 

SUDDENLY. sorry, Patty, honey, Mother wants to watch the MCCARTHY HEARINGS 
in peace. YOUNG LADY, you can just go to your room until you’re ready to act like a 
CIVILIZED human being. in her room, Patty hears voices whispering from the closet. she 
places her left ear at the keyhole and hears something shocking, FOR THE 
REVOLUTIONARY HOUR IS AT HAND. she runs to the living room window and sees 
all the adults on her street turn into ZOMBIES. her eyes widen as they march into her house 
and tramp up the stairs. Patty thinks fast, reaches SENATOR JOE MCCARTHY on the 
telephone. Half an hour later ARMY COMMANDOS led by Senator McCarthy burst into 
the house. soon the zombies are CAPTURED and herded into three large paddy wagons 
parked outside the house. Senator McCarthy turns to Patty and says, it’s PATRIOTIC 
CITIZENS like you that are helping us contain THE COMMUNIST MENACE. then, true 
to his word, Senator McCarthy restores the living room to PERFECT ORDER 


glass nost 

ONE MORNING AT DICK AND PAT’S HOUSE. how odd, all our glasses have 
vanished. every drinking glass in the house is gone. NO GLASSES. i don’t think it was 
suicide, Dick, it was MURDER. but how can we prove that, Pat? Wheat Chex, Rice Chex, 
Corn Chex. nothing easier to infiltrate than PARTY MIX, eh Dick? living in the SUBURBS 
was great camouflage for Dick’s ESPIONAGE activities. Dick wasn’t happy, but then, he’d 
never been a happy man and probably wouldn’t be until the COMMUNISTS seized power. i 
guess those empty cabinets got to me. every time Dick held a CELL MEETING in the rec 
room another glass would disappear, the plates and bowls looked so lonely. i had to drink 
my mimosas from a TIN CUP. i ended up with IRRITABLE BLADDER, it’s a real 
syndrome. 1 should have killed Dick. oh, he was basically decent, a good provider. it’s just ... 


it’s really a tragedy. someone should have confiscated his LIBRARY CARD years ago 
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wonder years 


Gus and Louiseit was right after Mass, Louise started stuffing her face. SNACKS, she said, 
i need snacks. so this is what i had to put up with, seeing my VA-VA-VOOM wife blow up 
like a BLIMP, seeing her torpedoes disappear under all that FAT. all the people who used to 
be our ftiends back in her thin days, started staying away from her. then came the 14" of 
June. Gus, in’t that our barn burning up?!! good Lord, the FORD is inside it!! me and Lou 
ran fast as we could and while she was filling the buckets i opened the door and ran to the 
GALAXIE 500 convertible. Lou’s the sentimental kind, she only thought about Scott, but i 
knew Scotty’d be fine and i wasn’t going to let my brand new GALAXIE get destroyed. 
Later i found Lou on top of the ladder to the hayloft. summer nights, Scott liked sleeping 
there. DONT WORRY, LOU, i called, he’ll be fine. we’ll make some more if ... i couldn’t 
bear to finish the thought. That evening i smoothed things over with the COPS. c’mon Lou, 
i said. she din’t answer. Since then i stopped talking about her WEIGHT even though it was 
just a JOKE and Scotty was fine, just like i knew he’d be. he wasn’t even home that day, 
DUMB BITCH 


grace 

DINNER IS READY. you’re killing yourself with all that sugar. FIRE! crimson scream, 
liquid death. GUN, he’s got a gun. BANG BANG, i just shot you. Hell with it, sugar’s 
cheap, back in “49 i crushed ‘em by the dozens. TROMP TROMP. hey mom, do ants have 
hospitals?e WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT? i saw one ant pick up a dead body and 
drag it into this crack in the sidewalk. DON’T TALK LIKE THIS IN FRONT OF 
GRANDPA. Grandpa Joe, do ants have hospitals? ants WORK HARD unlike THIS 
GENERATION of young people with ALL THE TIME IN THE WORLD to sit and 
watch them. Finally, FATHER KNOWS BEST, bless this table and all we’re about to eat 
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real father 

during the week Paul lives with his mother, where the new father does something in an 
office. every Friday Paul sees his REAL FATHER, who is a railway man and drives trains 
across the country. when he meets his real father, Paul tells him he ate a lot of MEAT. Paul 
must eat meat every day, or be eaten by meat. Paul GROWS a couple of inches up the wall 
and he is sent to school, a school for children who all FIGHT. Paul doesn’t want to fight. 
Tuesday morning, Paul faces the blackboard. numbers ATTACK him. next week, Paul’s real 
father comes to school and leaves Paul a RAW STEAK he had bought from the man in the 
trenchcoat at the railway station. every Friday Paul sees his real father, tells him he played 
CAR or WAR. Monday, Paul is on the bus. SCHOOL STARTS AGAIN 


mother’s mothet’s sister 

Joyce lived in the house left to her mother by her mother’s aunt, who was Joyce’s 
GREAT AUNT THURZA but Joyce couldn’t understand what that meant. she wrote 
on her reading comprehension TEST that a great aunt was an OLD LADY (who wore 
elastics around her wrist and long grey sweaters with balled up kleenexes in deep 
pockets) and ended up with a red X beside her answer. Joyce liked TREES better, 
anyway. she followed the trees with her eyes as they flew into the distance. one day a 
STAKE appeared on the vacant lot. it came from Osso Bucco, the gross REAL 
ESTATE DEVELOPER who had already paved the FIELD. after pulling the stakes 
out of the vacant lot, Joyce looked up at the sky. some clouds looked like her great-aunt, 
who was Joyce’s MOTHER’S MOTHER'S SISTER, who was now DEAD. there was 
now no such thing as her mother’s mother’s sister. soon there would be no vacant lot. 
HOW CAN SOMETHING BE THERE ONE DAY AND GONE THE NEXT? as 
soon as Joyce opened the door to her bedroom, the Robert Wood landscape painting 
fell to the floor, revealing a small window above her bed. was this here THE WHOLE 
TIME, Joyce wondered before raising the sill and climbing down the wall 
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gentle fall of knives 


ceiling fan 
according to Kirk's Seiko i have driven over 1300 kms across the top of the photo 
still obsessed with the year we acquired our symptoms. precisely 5:33, summer 


of '65, new neighbours red in the dark 


i’m convinced about the light in the clinic, the cool metal gurney. the wind rises 


i say you know something. Edith does not answer 


the telephone bawls. what are the men on the hill doing with the morning light 


more bones? i turn the wringer off. the washing machine turns, faces the wall 


father & son 
Kirk's father, Marlowe, is a one-eyed backhoe operator, more or less morally rigid 


his citronella smile floating in the silver pail on the table 


poor Kirk, his bookish nose no longer chases joggers. bedtime ogre by age forty 
dapper speedily receding. eyebrows crowd his square eyes, creases trickle down 


his green chins, his uncut hand catching, releasing, catching 
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morning 
taller than most, Edith carries her visible Herman Munster like a frigidaire 
little eyes blink through orange crush dreadlocks like all the Toni-moms 


a smiley-woman walking through the gentle fall of knives 


the garden plot 
we live consistently overcast in the din of lady's slippers and the muttering of hostile soil 
Kirk says just one crop of saran wrap will do. beans shuffle up and down the corridors 


as Edith's dirndl skirts spill over the ironing board 


storms tear the roofs off pomegranates. cows chew boxes of strangers under a sky lit 
by shattered plates. a cloud of unfiled drilling permits flood the garden plot. fruit flies 


consume the amber river 


wild rose petals smite the ground. every gravestone becomes the mahogany table Kirk 
had inherited the night old bones deafened our neighbours and the Catholics rooted 


in discarded Maytags 


suburbia 
ixora hedges protect the bright from the huge, where kings and queens once castellated 


two-car garages to hide from the immense. the river has bodies to bury 


cul-de-sacs doze in over-wrought silence, weighted by the eighties, sunlight made of 
metal tubing. so we cling bright and small against the darkness. surrounded by 


we have so that we can be 
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gumbo 
the subdivision goes forth and multiplies. every couple of hours Kirk lives in the ghetto 


near the old John Deere where Ogopogo was once sighted, paws stuck in spring gumbo 


it doesn't take long for us to establish a routine. Kirk glowers into the corners under 


my bed until it’s too dark to read them and things topple off the TV 


the family galoshes shine in that dim room. the telephone moults on the mahogany 
table. fastidious Edith butters everyone's bread and i imagine, sometimes twice a day 


Dante's burning plains 


christmas 
Christmas eve is a floral TV tray. well, says Kirk, twisting the cap to the crowd's loud 


applause. crab appetizers make thick swallowing sounds. 1 mop the blood around 
we peck in the dark. Kirk speaks first, she didn't actually puke did she? Edith says 
she did a good job vacuuming. Kirk says, Hoovers never puke after sucking. i fork 


something into my mouth. Kirk sticks his out. we look at him in shock, it is so rare 


Marlowe clucks, here's some pickles, take a pickle 
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Mr. Elliott 


Mr. Elliott’s house seemed so happy and rich and solid in the coppery light, red brick blue 
with five o’clock shadow, yard drizzled with flowers, sparking like stars through the uncut 
grass around the spruce tree. I slipped into his yard, crouched in his hedge. Then saw him in 
the doorway watching me. I lunged for the safe haven of sidewalk, but when I looked back 


he was at the door, warmed by a late sun, windows all on fire. 


“Can I hold your hand?” he asked in the car. So cold on Madrigal Road I shivered, and he 
cupped my face between his chapped palms. Snow was sugaring the prickly hawthorns and 
the windshield wiper had choked mid-swipe. “Hello you,” he said, stopping by the lake. 
Snow kept on falling, covering our tracks, filling the treeless fields in the distance, singeing 
the water and making it steam. When he kissed me, I forgot my numb toes. I thought of 
something to say, a story about school, just to sound interesting. He said, “You funny little 
thing,” and smiled. When his eyes closed I almost felt like God, reaching from the clouds, 


bringing flesh to life. 
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We sat for hours embracing, listening to the ice as the town lights slowly dimmed, and he 
kissed my arm from wrist to elbow, his lips tight as buds, finally parting. Then I felt his hand 
clamped against my breast. Two years I spent dreaming, spying, praying. His long nimble 
fingers, electric hair. Getting A’s only so he’d notice me. He pushed with his tongue, making 
my throat sore. I closed my eyes, tried to be swept away. And then all I could see was a 
ghostly old picture of Hitler inspecting a troop of twelve-year-old boys at the end of the war, 
his mad eyes, bad breath, a rictus smile and dead-fish flesh. I looked back up at Mr. Elliott 
and didn’t feel like a merciful God. His tongue tasted weird as turkey gristle and all I wanted 


to do was escape, down to the water to rinse him away. 
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true romance 


infection! 

g-gosh, Donna, you’re not like all the OTHER girls. oh Tommy, kiss me. kiss me HARD. 
hey, what was that? it landed right by us. a few minutes later. JUMPING CATFISH! what is 
it? it looks like some sort of ROCKETSHIP and ... and i think there’s something inside it. 
ZOT! Great Scott, Tommy! Greetings puny earthgirl. gaze into my eye. you cannot resist the 
hypnotic eye of the almighty GWONDANA. come to me, earthgirl. how ya doing? come 
feel my ALL-KNOWING embrace. with this kiss i take your mind. your will is MY WILL, 
so speaks the almighty GWONDANA. now, worthless underling, you hold within you the 
seed of my INFECTION. now GO! infect your miserable species with my kiss of death. 1 
need slaves! 1 need an army of LOVE SLAVES. yes, almighty GWONDANA. your wish is 


my command 


blood dreams 

my DREAMS are bad, real bad. bad dreams? what are you talking about? it’s AWFUL. every 
night i have the same dream. i find myself walking down a long highway, SCHOOL BELLS 
keep ringing. ’m LOST, Tommy. i’m on this highway and i can’t remember which class i’m 
supposed to be in. finally 1 open the door to a classroom. some of the kids look familiar. 1 
find a seat and notice everyone is hard at work on a TEST. the other kids keep looking at 
me, smiling, snickering. then the walls and ceiling turn soft and fleshy, the room is filling up 
with BLOOD. i turn to warn the others, but they’ve changed into ALIENS and they’re all 
LAUGHING at me. c’mon Donna, you’re giving me the CREEPS. like i was saying, the 
room is filling up with BLOOD. everyone is swimming, trying not to DROWN. 1 know i 
can’t hold on so 1 take one last breath and sink into darkness, NOTHINGNESS, my lungs 
are giving out. then i wake up. you don’t need help, Donna, it’s just a nightmare. everyone 
gets them. just sit here, relax and watch Leave It to BEAVER. all you need is ME, 7’ll make 
you feel better. WHOAH ... stop ... please stop. STOP. THAT HURTS. 1’m really sore, 
Tommy. oh my GOD, Donna, you ... yowre BLEEDING. ewww ... now I’M the one 
having the bad dream 
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partition 


shaping the future 
iam Lieutenant Colonel Malraux, André, military chief of this region. how jolly! the midnight 
picnics must have been great fun. i was president of the World Committee Against Fascism 


my history is very shaky. the kings of England have ahvays muddled me 


General de Gaulle asks you in the name of France if you will marry me. you don't understand 


i'm not the sort of woman important men marry. evet since the 18 Century women have played 


an important part in France 


our wedding won't be held in a church? we are in a cosmic realm older than religion not in white 
with bridesmaids and bells and choirboys flung at random between matter and stars of course 


it doesn't matter to me 


what a long drive, it reminds me of the path in the forest in a Grimm's fairytale but what of the 
antithesis between nature and culture? 7¢'s /onger than one expects, the trees are so dark and close 
in order to shape the future Gandhi appealed to very ancient feelings where the prince gets 


lost you know 


the revolutionary impulse 
tell me, tell me, was the first Madame Malraux beautiful? there was some rowdyism and an 
enthusiastic Marseillaise at the end. now if you will excuse me 1 must give the kitchen 


a few orders no, please don't, you don't have to do that, i'm sure i approve the menus 
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if you're looking for a way to keep Indochina i have nothing to suggest because we won't 
keep it no it's not that, i only felt rather cool in the library and thought i'd just light the fire i didn't 
become De Gaulle's first minister to preside over the liquidation of the British Empire 


Z just opened the library door, i didn't go in 


why go to Guiana since the prefect says it's lost? 2’ sorry, i didn't mean to disturb anything 
it was all dark, covered in dust sheets do you think that Mirabeau would have saved the 


monarchy? oh André, how should I know, i'm not a thought reader 


7 know people are looking me up and down saying, what on earth does André see in her we no longer 
represent anything but shadows why do_you say that, why do you look like that even if you 
disregard Lenin, Trotsky and Stalin, which should not be done, communism still comes 


closest to the revolutionary impulse 2’/ never be careless enough to do that again 


conjuring tricks 

7 called on the bishop, he wasn't home, but his lady was there they used to teach missionaries 
conjuring tricks to combat the witch doctors she told me everyone around here is talking about 
us, you and me i've met the witches swathed in their mummy clothes, their peasant mugs 


and madhouse shrieks 


we never even had a proper wedding all those dullards of village headmen, look at their intrigues 


in the Congo no white dress, orange blossoms, bridesmaids stirring up trouble everywhere 


a life is ordered by values, our own but also those of nations and perhaps those of 
humanity 7’ sorry darling, i broke the china cupid when i was in the morning room today \et us 


not forget that culture is first and foremost a vast resurrection 
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why were all the most valuable things put in the morning room if art is to play its part the question 
must be unanswerable why do you say these things to mei did not know to what extent Nehru 
was artistically minded 7 meant to tell you before but Stalin once said to me, in art i only like 


Shakespeare and the dance 


dirndl 

i'm afraid the cottage is going to rack. and ruin, it's all so unpleasant the Passion can't have been 
very pleasant for Christ's family 7 was only wondering if there was anything one could do there 
were tanks, beady-eyed little dictators in the throes of paranoia to keep the cottage from 


being spoilt by damp 


one day I shall have grey hair and lines and things in the 17" century old age was preparation 
for eternal life what do you mean, André? when Pizarro left for Peru he was fifty-three years 
old 7 wish you would not treat me like a child we don't settle the problem of independent 


tribes with curlers or dirndl 


Chiang Kai-Shek 

i never had a chance to clear the air between us our Vietnamese friends are afraid your words 
mean permanent partition i'm sorty, so terribly sorry, i ought to have known it's all my fault 
surely our experience with Chiang Kai-Shek taught us to never breach the magnificent chausable of 
western diplomacy i've grown up André, this evening Nehru felt that colonialism dies only when 
ll never be a child again she victory of a western expedition ceases to be can’t we start over a 
foregone conclusion i won't ask impossible things Lenin once said that joint action was perfectly 
concewable i'll be your companion provided the slogans and flags were Rept separate i don't want 


you to love me i don’t want you 
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Simone's perfect world falls apart 


It appeared that Simone de Beauvoir was having the best birthday ever, strolling hand-in- 
hand with long-time companion Jean-Paul Sartre, on a romantic dinner date to Nobu in 
Malibu. shey were affectionate and sweet, says an eyewitness. it was as if the existentialist star didn't 
have a care in the world. 

The next day, Simone checked herself into a 30 day treatment facility for stress. the 
trouble with Being and Nothingness is that there's nothing in it about how being is limited by social 
context, Simone said in a clear admission that her seemingly idyllic world was anything but. 

The main culprit: a deep-seated fear about hanging on to her handsome companion. 
she's been on a downward spiral ever since she got together with J-P, confirms an insider. Simone tries so 
hard to look good, says a friend. she thinks if she looks super hot J-P won't stray. She's been partying a lot 
lately. 

Those close to Simone pray that this time away will be what she needs to regain her 
footing, and surely no one wants that more than Simone herself. a// the historical, philosophical 


and gender-related problems will be there when i get out, she says. but I'm hoping they're not going to affect 


me as much. t'll have the tools to know how to deal with them. 
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A vety private superstar 


inside Hildegard's world 


Writer, composer, philosopher, visionary and polymath, Hildegard of Bingen has world-wide 
fame and another hit single. 

She refuses most interview requests and has made no red-carpet appearances even 
though she's topping the charts once again with her hot new James Bond theme song, “Sky 
Fall,” which rocketed to No. 1 on iTunes within days of its release. 
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“Hildegard took the project incredibly seriously,” says the film's producer, Barbara 
Broccoli. “She insisted on reading the scripture. She prayed, meditated and learned how to 
play the ten-stringed psaltery.” 

According to Rolling Stone, Hildegard's compositional style is highly melismatic, often 
with recurrent melodic units. Songs like “Sky Fall” and “Rolling in the Deep” play close 
attention to the relationship between music and text, a rare occurrence in monastic chant of 
the 12" Century. Her songs lend themselves to rhythmic interpretation due to her use of 
neumes without a staff. 

Recent scholars assert the music and lyrics of “21” and “Sky Fall” are concerned with Sapphonic 
desire, connecting Hildegard to a history of female rhetoricians. But soon enough she'll have a new master - 


her baby! 


A 


temp 


today’s assignment sends me to a head office i’ve never heard of 


iam an actor who sub-contracts for the country’s largest performance agency. they send 
me to replace employees at all levels of the corporate ladder as 1 appear much more 
convincing in the role of hard-working employee than actual employees. my work entails 
smiling, speaking in clichés, holster full of readymade affirmations. and of course i dress 


discreetly, just in case 


X Corp is in the northeast quadrant of the city, an unmarked office building on 
abandoned land surrounded by pawn shops, demolition sites, some former embassies. at 


all hours crying and sirens, the crash of bottles tipped into industrial bins 


the 20th floor is deserted, one office drifts into the next. my shoes strike the matte black 
floor. 1 turn down a corridor of identical doors, shudder at the weird sounds coming 
from the rooms. on my temporary work station is a severed head and torso in the 


process of being stripped. apparently i have interrupted something 


i peer into a conference room, lost. the embassies have disappeared, sucked into the 
murk. sudden erratic sunset, huge thunderclap, rain falling endlessly. 1 duck under the 


velvet rope, find a pit latrine 


later, i step into a clearing, warm my hands on a drowsy fire. birdsong, water dropping 
from the ceiling, twigs snapping, doors, blinds and desk drawers open, cubicle partitions 
covered in fungi. smell of microwaved food, coffee. no one here, only half-eaten 
breakfast sandwiches. i pick up one of the still warm mugs lining the counter and hold it 


until the vines snatch it from my hands 
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redundant 


my hometown, north of here, withers along a lake but i’m used to 
leaving it, this time following the guard to a small hot room covered 
with time clocks. steam machines hiss, saws bark and choke, wire 
service tickets clatter, the day starts babbling. i usually work in a 
musical format but the office is full of arithmetic dressed in powdered 
wigs, rouged cheeks paling under the display model of a hydrocarbon. 
loud perfume of starch and bleaching fluid, redundant stories run by 
compressed air pumps. the idea is always make a tree into a log, a log 


into a plank 
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re-port 


i drop through twilight into a typical lost-valley town thrown down at 
the feet of the oil derricks. a chinook wind spooks politicians into 
vomiting all the welcome banners they have eaten. past a last aspen 
stand then left on a green belt clinched between the housing tracts and 
the intractable sea to Motel Row. my suite at Mariner’s Rest is webbed 
with wifi. bottles loiter on the soiled table as if at any moment a party 
could erupt, again, but i won’t let that happen, the report is due. i open 
my laptop, slap some syllables on the screen. they refuse to be saved 


and disappear, leaving me to ripple in the dark 


stripmall at sunrise. i am briefed on all the products and services i can 
purchase before washing my hands in the ashen window. newsfeeds 
gear up, start cutting, flaying, bundling the day. my head is off but 1 
follow the first heideggers into the city, which is full of moai high on 
the fumes of profit and ready-made slums. chipped teeth spill into the 
street. smell of cordite and flame-throwers, open veins of personal 
malice sluicing into oncoming spring. every year fewer urine tests 


return to spawn 
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night stumbles behind me into the suite. shriek of rumours striking the 
chopping block. after scrubbing city paranoia off my toes 1 sit at the 
table. must write my report but no matter how much concealer 1 apply 
to my corpse-paint lexicon the words refuse to march around the 
template. instead they refill the glasses, fasten a collar and leash on me, 
jeering as they upload the video, until a dark wood breaks through the 


walls 
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Desperate Project Managers 


I. good-natured badinage 


they come, one by one, Upstream, Production, Unconventionals. Frontier — 
Deepwater Offshore pushes the button. elevator rises. oil prices fall. 


the bonobos at Conoco would float Karnak between Bullwinkle and Mars. 


Ultradeep Tertiary. who’s revving new execution. bluett flinched first. 


he who wins loses. 


II. cranky servers 


the managers swipe smartcards, enter their office suite sequestered in the nameless building 
northeast of the downtown core. they log in. global zotob invokes Open Text maelstrom 


Mad Dog played catch-up with Aquatics. 

batch-set 3 wells. drilled a tangent, drop-in salt. 

one run per hole. Ontrak semi-sub. 

Precipitated hydrates and scale, shallow hazard, rotary steerable. 
built artificial island. tiny, big tits, 35 for a half and half. 

back up when the eggs shift gear. 
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III. intractable contractors 


our heroes scry Ouija screens, tap dead keyboards. bulkloads stall. hard drives grizzle. 


muexzins call [compile error in hidden module]. encrypted docs zip C to L 


so we go in there, we go in there. 

the bodies hung from trees, you could see em. 
sucks, Russ, tell Bechtel, go to hell, 

reclaim your own goddam skeletons, 


move em out toot sweet. 


IV. gettin er done 


as the managers overthrow shadows. Project Support spends hours on the phone 
with Banglaore. Team members buckle up, ready their cubicles for 
the business day. 


fire-breathing moratoriums. Multinational witch hunt. 
Public Enemy No.1. Submerged Land Act. 

National Marine Sanctuaries want to prohibit 

federal seabed offshore. 


playing devil’s advocate, too many things gone missing. 
Schlumberger dropped the ball. no cement bond? 
stem new law suits. trot out town hall. ramp up empathy. 


we need a group photo, team hug. 


was there a sweep-n-swath on the zodiac? 


just saying. 
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IV. information management 


coffee machines drum regular, premium, V-power. Team-mates summon memos, murmur 


numbers down the atrium, plot tomorrow’s gematria. 


security breach. Green Canyon 782. Colombian? 
wife wants me into chai tea. underreamed structural regime. 


inedible. Well, as they say in pipelay, nothing’s indelible. 


associated gas our achilles heel. unresolved doughnut hole. 


ground elevation sunk ten or mote feet. 


gather attack stats. validate metadata. 
Edit written evidence in advance. 

the records landed in an intake pond. 
order more body bags. 


a couple percocets for joint panel reports. 


V. dirty dishes 


stocks plummet, competition rumbles, activists nitpick, social networks spawn petitions. 
The managers brainstom in the coffee oasis, camouflaged among bathymetry charts, 
mandatory safety meeting notices. No one admits to seeing the yellow sticky-note posted 
above the tap that says we are not paid to clean up after you. 


Deepwater Mad Dog, non-starter sand, casing failed. 
nipple to plunger. dilate orifice. All incremental 

like shittin a kitten through the crack. 

how many fucken ducks do we need anyway. 

Soup of the Day manganese nodules. 

slow comfortable hydrocarbons, 


a motherhood issue. 
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VI. undisclosed glucose 


sunset flares. the managers glance at the bulletin board covered with the day’s threats, ransom 
notes, hostage takings, Corporate Challenge sign-up forms, dressage at Spruce Meadows, 
reward offered for the apprehension of the Exncana bomber. 


minimal dogleg. 

those flaming energy clowns. 

jimbo, that cinnamon bun has your name 
on it. get the girl to spin 

brown sugar 


death. 


VII. midnight taxonomy 


a flat screen TV dreams CNN. The pariahs remember when vision-mussions rained from 
heaven, ferraris rolled into the lobby, the loading dock processed boatloads of recruits. 


overt 12 million livid ivies. 

shh, you’re upsetting the kudzu. boo hoo. 

ducks aren’t stupid. They’re going for the photo op, 
nature voodoo, all any species wants is a Big Mac, 


a pack of smokes. 


me, ?’m Pacific Rim anti-semantic camp. 
migrate the content. make it intuitively more usable. 
call it illicit wstletoe, ’m not dying on that hill. 
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VIII. outside the box 


under the benign eye of the Refinery of the Month, Suntise Over Sarnia, colleagues 
mull value-added solutions, save the business day from costly delay. 


golf balls, styrofoam, nuclear submarines 
world’s biggest Sham-Wow. 

break in the blowcase impacts amaretto. 
at the end of the day we’re all imbricated. 
maybe she'll lick it. 


only way it comes off. 


IX. water cooler 


in spite of fines, lawsuits, backward paperclips, redacted internal mail envelopes, purloined 
drawing packages, missing cement bond logs, smart boards continue glowing, whiteout 
canisters appear just-in-time, our heroes ensure quantitative measures. 


levee-up mean sea level. 
full moon, fucken flood 


river running blood 


early christian dead 


drove my chevy 


The Eud 
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the right time 


Mary Wollstonecraft opens up 


“T feel like it's come at the right time for me,” says Mary-W about her break-out hit, “Mind 
Has No Sex.” Critical reaction has been extraordinary. On the strength of one song she has 
been dubbed a “philosophizing serpent,” a “hyena in petticoats” and one of the “impious 
amazons of Republican France.” “To be able to play music in different parts of the world is 
my ultimate goal,” adds the 26-year-old singer, whose new album Vindication of the Rights of 


Woman drops Sept. 18. 
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song 


being alone is a chore at the big meetings, everything i say seems to come through a Delphic 
phrasemaker. the oblivion i’m experiencing these days isn’t that much different from the 
usual one-way streets where everyone runs backward in the hard nights of their days. we are 
the stragglers any spectacle leaves behind, circuses, revival compounds, retreating economies. 
the assassins leave me to climb, guilty and swearing, out of the phone booth. they caught me 
light with lace across the eye early in the round and after my last breakfast of steamed shit 


they will bury me under their song. they have one song, just one, and i know all the words 
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Scifocco 


1 

gentlemen, our limo awaits. overalls, rubber apron, hard hat, tattoos, knives up the wazoo, 
bloody bits, fat lip, can’t even spit up. ’'m drug-free, bud, willing to work, pee in a cup, my 
mind is a hard bright city where powerful uncles dwell. here we go, life’s road, my friends. 
it’s late, i'm tired. so here we are, The Lairage, Total Confinement Resort and Spa. exotic hot 
dog slides, bacon champagne, top quality propylene. 1 see Kaneko by the pool raking the 
steam with a long hooked pole. must be the stunbolt springs, saw it online. listen to em, they 
almost sound human. thing to keep in mind about Freddy, Porky, Babe. stop naming them, 
against company policy. they’re all charm, so goddamn cute. sure, they’re loveable, crooked 
as hell though, not to be trusted, don’t ever trust em. can’t wait to go for a soak, anyone 


bring a water board 


2 

can’t sleep, worst spa ever, hiss of power hoses, walls so thin we can hear em piss. make like 
it’s a party, broken glasses of opa, flowing ashtrays. shit, why aren’t we invited. going to melt 
in this heat. why aren’t you shaved like everyone else. don’t have a razor. where you from. i 
speak five languages, even Tagalog. Kaneko was so weak he shat through a hole in the floor, 
so loud we couldn’t hear Aleppo disappear. i will say nothing about the exam but one day i 
was hustled onto the welcome wagon, brought to some asylum. police know pigs. they’re 
smart, they pretend they’re human. maybe they got the same soft bellies, hearts, livers, don’t 
make em human, how many times do i got to. Kaneko took stress leave. when 1 passed his 
house all 1 heard was squeaking, squeaking, squeaking. in the end he ended up in the Funny 


Farm 
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) 

head’s up, hoofsters, move, move. she'll bring a good price, strong legs, our lucky day. keep 
trotting along. we might get more. so this march is going and going, forever we march, the 
ones who don’t fall down from all this marching. move, move. yeh yeh, no room to fall. 
inspectors be coming. fix the goddamn awning, polish the logo, shuffle the chairs in the 
boarroom. whoa, Mr Bigshot hasn’t guts to look me in the eye but free hotdogs on Friday. 
sprayers on HI. open your mouth, girl, i want to count your teeth. is she shaved. it’s April of 
what weak day. good grief, what happened to me, went to bed feeling okay. fifteen minutes 
to zap, degut, dispatch to the chillers. ten second stun then cut its fucken throat. 1 am 
civirized per-son, Kaneko used to say that. i liked him better when he was funny. c’mon, give 


us a smile, there goes a good old girl 


4 

she was a friend of Anja, she hanged a long time. i go to mass. what did you say, i am a saint? 
how can i be a saint hanging without a trial. psst, some of us want to escape into the woods. 
help us get civilian clothes, sign this petition and join us. you'll lose your job, your place on 
line, the people’s lim-o-zeen won’t come for you, you'll have to go back to Tagalog or 
whatever shithole when they build the wall. no use tacking any moral to this horror, s’called 
life, bro, cuff em Drano, chop-chop on the throughput. 1 manage things around here, i talked 
em into putting more money in, we'll go colour too. so peaceful, mist rising over the lake. 


maybe i rest here a few minutes, go back to normal, wonder how long i hang here 
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5 

wakey-wakey eggs and breaky. believe me, i tell you this is a 24/7 money maker, stock up 
110 per cent. throw out the dead, clean up the filth. ’d rather kill myself than go through 
that. what, stocking groceries? they get six dollars value new product. what the hell do i do 
with all these animals. what we take in today. Kaneko would say blood, bloody hands, bloody 
dreams, every night i dream i find animals under my bed, they break into my house, stay a 
while, maybe watch TV, make a sandwich, always leaving something, stain on the sofa, 
clumps of hair in the sink, and always that stink. ’?m going to the Caribbean, pirates, Sir 
Francis Drake. i'd love to visit. the scirocco has started to blow. so beautiful today. no snow, 


maybe we can all go to market 


hs) 


wrong-sized 


the machine spits out my number, not even close to the digits shimmering on 

the screen above my head. so much heat, sweat, the reek of moray eel not helpful. 
finally, iam plucked from Reception and ushered into Consultation only to be told 
my head is the wrong size, my face falls short five millimetres according to Facial 
Recognition software. the man enters Head Incorrect Size in the box marked 
Other on his form. after being left to admire his skill at keeping a cursor between 
the cells of a spreadsheet, i am strapped onto a gurney behind the one-way mirror 
and wrapped in head-to-toe plastic to avoid contaminating others until 1 promise 
to adopt the living conditions of feudal society at the close 


of the 12" century 
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Iil 


liminal moments 
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liminal moments 


tell-all 
i was so madly in love. i lived for him, until 1 heard he, the father of my son, Gif, was having 
a shamelessly public affair with Taylor Swift. i'm now just plain mad. i'm going to revenge- 


blog, even though i know he’ll sue as soon as i post 


all-inclusive 
though we spent the weekend just as i had planned, drinking all day on the beach and 
making love on crisp white sheets, i somehow knew this was our our Jen-and-Ben D-list 


moment 


classic 

i flipped out when Kai proposed. i didn't even notice the ring, a 3.15 carat cushion-cut 
diamond, two thin bands of pavé converging in a single stone. he said it represented the two 
of us coming together as one. it's classic and timeless and as soon as he slipped it on my 


finger i knew he was my only choice 


logical fallacies 

it was a desire for revenge that brought Sean and Kaylee together. Kaylee, a former model 
longs to kill the drunk driver who scarred her face. Sean, a henchman serving mid-level 
gangster, Jason Kenney, has an even sadder, darker story. but why is Sean’s backstory so 
byzantine, and how do we know Kaylee wasn’t engaging in high-risk behaviours when the 


cat appeared? 
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making it new 
since Jared was the one who ruined my vagina, i figured he should pay for a new one. the 
week after my vag rejuve, he was on the phone screaming, what the fuck cost you goddamn 


$72,000. i told him i got a nose job 


marathon 
breast cancer research marathons require a lot of prep. my makeup must-haves are rose-of- 
sharon blush and individual fake eyelashes for the outer corners of my eyes. i also prefer 


gloss to lipstick on the big day 


unreliable narrators 

after a long public fertility struggle she recently began a new medicine to thicken her uterine 
lining. according to one source close to the Author, the hormones she previously took to 
ovulate made her feel bloated and depressed. but another source close to the Author says 


she's showing the world she can do anything, and she finally feels good about herself 


women around the world at work 

i styled my newly layered hair into a half up-do before slipping on a Catherine Walker coat. 
as i exited the building, clutching a bouquet of yellow blooms in one hand and the arm of my 
husband, Prince William, in the other, i told reporters i was feeling much better even though 


i didn't mean it 


making a memory 
i took my only daughter, fourteen-year-old Blaine, to try on wedding dresses at OXO. it was 
such a positive experience i posted a pic and hit 1K likes. i’m sure that when she's shopping 


for the real thing, she'll remember our special time together 
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closure 
sometimes you feel you can never completely make amends. that's why you go to church 
every day. you've paid for your mistakes and you have to move forward, stay positive, be the 


best mother possible. your faith allows you to do that 
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series of events 


unsure if we’re getting the anti-perspirant protection we need, we start storing our gallon 
jugs of turpentine on the fire escape. a wrong turn in a snowstorm takes us more than 30 
kms out of our way. sky clears but temperature drops to -32. we just found that rich scallop 
bed and we will not give into the gale bearing down on us. while returning from an out-of- 
town game we ate stopped by an ambulance with flashing lights. they wheel someone out on 
a stretcher and we lose at least an hour in traffic. a Twin Otter spirals at 175 feet and plunges 
into the harbour. the DC-9 catches fire, aft pressure bulkhead hatch and fuselage tailcone 
blow off. radar shows false blips, no major airports answer our calls. we know they are 
ghosting us. the last bus leaves, stranding us in the malarial lowlands where we are uprooted 
by soldiers. a thousand or so refugees are toiling toward us. they express no surprise at 
finding us at the border. they offer no explanation, show no relief or joy, not one of them 
smiling. all we can say now is that 4 times a year a widow in Raratonga, a doctor in Ghana, a 
croupier in Vegas all watch for identical plain-wrapped packets. after 150 hours of observing 
we receive no evidence of signals. scheduling pressures cause the search to stop at 70 stars. 


we slip further into darkness 
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more than a number 


after finishing her early morning news anchor shift at WKBT in La Crosse, Simone Weil was 
preparing a lecture on the city's upcoming Oktoberfest Parade when an email popped up, 
leaving her dumbfounded. local Menshevik, Leon Trotsky, got oddly personal, telling the 37 
year-old Weil, surely you don't consider yourself a suitable example for this community's young people, girls 
in particular. soon the trolls rolled in. some deemed Weil psychologically unbalanced and 
sexually obsessed. General de Gaulle called her a fool. a punch in the gut, says Weil. but Weil, 
5'5'/2 and 235 pounds used her background in idealist philosophy and took her critics to task 
in an impassioned tweet that went viral, garnering over 9 million hits. the truth is i am 


overweight. but do you think i don't know that? you know nothing about me but what you see on the outside. 


growing up as the only girl in her “meat and potatoes” family in Etobicoke, Weil was trim 
and healthy throughout most of her childhood. in 1915, only six years old, she refused sugar 
in solidarity with the troops on the western front. in 1919, at ten years of age, she declared 
herself a Bolshevik, wrote political tracts, advocated workers' rights. already proficient in 
Ancient Greek she learned Sanskrit after reading the Bhagavad Gita. 7 was ahyays around a size 
12, she says. this summer Weil stopped making unhealthy meals like fettucine Alfredo. 
instead, she studied Schopenhauer, limited her food intake to what she believed residents of 


Occupied France ate. 7've been into lettuce wraps and ground turkey and i don't buy chips any more. 
Pp & ey Ay ny 


hundreds of people have tweeted in support of Weil. TS Eliot suggested she might be 
regarded as a modern-day Marcionite for her mystical theologization of geometry and 
Platonist philosophy. Fox News commentators have called Weil a moral genius in the orbit of 
ethics. Camus posted that she is the only great spirit of our times. but the real pay-off came when 
Weil went to school to pick up her daughter, Katelin, who greeted her with a hug and 


cheered, you go Mom! 


that's all I need to feel okay about doing this, says Weil. 
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the loud red 


reat view 
a trawler leans into a current of 8-track cassettes which no longer remember me 
tomorrow a fresh chemical ditch is expected, or so the weathermen say 


in the fjord below a poem struggles into immortal water shit 


dusty swish of hush, the east-facing woman driving a service station into a night 


that sits in a bar hating me 


Edith pushes the broom into the rear-view mirror as blue packages pile up 
behind her. she says, if you don't open them maybe he'll go away, or maybe 


he won't come 


irrevocable 
the road becomes this gang of hills becoming mountains becoming screaming 


hayricks 


once i watched a hostage on tv released in Beirut, like tea poured by Edith then 
a right straight into two old horses selling humanist brochures to the rear-view 


mirror 


juice boxes move like hearses already in shadow and empty chip bags clop clop 


doggedly into the almost 
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Toronto 
Kirk was wrong, the gold-crowned mouths of Toronto open and close 
they read top-bottom left-right. all-the-hits-all-the-time burst into the air 


bereft of origin. in places the grey 


muggy July. no slop pail for poplar refuse. noise of kohl-eyed rioters 


prompt me to sob into the terrycloth nubs of my Commodore 64 


hard return 
Edith wipes her hands, tries to weave a conversation around eggs 
she will never buy. after replacing the receiver she indicates i am 


to put down the Pledge, take thirty steps backward 


she fishes a cue ball out of her purse then taps my email against the 
fire hydrant. a printer, ripping back and forth, buzzes out a bloody 


text with fixed margins. then i, because i must, 1 open it again 


as a joke, Kirk pushed his dish to the centre of the table 
his fingertips scorched. i nearly choked as he jerked the joystick 


Dukhobouts frolicked in naked streets 


valuation 
the electric heater shows slides proving i once dressed in pesticides 
and aerosol tea. This, Edith whispers, is the Clock of the Apostles 


where we keep all the plots 
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Edith collects handwritten pleas and vinyl testimonials. i am the one 


who has to valuate the china cabinet full of beheaded detergent bottles 


the card table is covered in crushed trucks. a chair careens through 
the air. she takes a Lego man from the boat, drops him in the drink 


then the RCA Victor rattles and spits out the property tax bill 

as executtix i have to sign the plate of congealed lamb beside her bed 
the sound of flowers 

careful now, he said. it's hot. blow on it. that's not Proud Mary, that's 


the sound of flowers bursting from your body 


do you feel better now? yes, thank you. i didn't pick any more vegetables 


after that, not even ripe specula from Aunt Inga’s garden 


respectable women feigned disgust, though they knew these men had for 


generations. when the scabs tried to, Kirk reached back, hauled out a tree 


i helped myself into the cement. the police thought i handled the incident 


very well. Edith gigeling then laughing outright, sure her sacrifice outdid 


mine. if anyone can hang curtains properly, it's her 


tunnel 
Kirk always chose the dinner wine, the tins of relief food, the light in 


the clinic. screaming hot chicken wings turned his mouth into a tunnel 


somewhere out there in black night is a man red with certainty no one 


would ever know and i would never tell 
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Tale of 2 Alumni 


Queen's University and University of Calgary 


my career surged after winning a Rhodes Scholarship to trace the ancestry 

of my corgis, King and Bets, to Oliver Cromwell, honing a work. ethic 

that elevated me to i bring over fifteen years experience in executive 
management, won “The Most Imaginative Person 
in the Room” award for my role in the two 
billion acquisition 

Brigadier General in charge of seconding first-class knockwurst to 

Afghanistan. there i cited the sacrifice shown by the University 

Advancement troops striving by Sinopec International Petroleum at the same 
time my debut novel, “Tight Hole” topped the 
Annual Trafficking in Persons list, impelling 
Head Hunters Inc to install 

for top optimization of the world's largest alummni 

factory converting raw donations into plutonium. 

their heroism inspired my five volume epic: 

Survivors of the Bob me as Poet Laureate, a great opportunity 
to apply laser dentistry and myofascial 
metrics to the arts community, utilize my 


skill set suctioning my CV to bigger 
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Hope Classic. moving forward, ¢ helmed the Empire 

Company where I broke champagne bottles over brigadoons 

awash in tricolor, incited oil thighs across the country 
players in the Devonian Sea, while holding fast 
to my western values, customer response to 
promotions, rebates for all disenfranchised 
drivers of Dodge Rams 

my patriotism and devotion to public service accelerated 

my humble ascent to Minister of Everything. I mentored 

the Kenyan farmers who tended sunsine on the lawn of the 

Faculty Club my lifelong obsession with giant tires fuelled 
my passion for gender equality, thus boosting 
my promotion to Project Manager ont the fast 
tract to becoming the next autocrat of Alberta, 
just before I was taken 

grappled with volatile sugar maples, ensured they 

turned red on time for Homecoming. Inevitably, 

by the laws of the progress of History, I received 

the Order of Canada and a majority government 
aboard the ReMax balloon, sequestered with a 
Heavy Oil & Infrastructure Team on a secret 
LSD. You can still find my ghost on LinkedIn, 


just don’t expect a Glympse any time soon 
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Shakespeare in America 


a memoir 


World magick 

Bottle of Crawford's Five-Star, a long lighted cigar. Wallpaper a thousand trellised roses. 
Small ocean place, bottom of the state, low-watt station blurting “Song of the Sea Goddess” 
covered by Boethius. What I need is a song. Wolof, dzug, juke, easy to rote-learn. Use your 


thinker-upper, Will, nursery rhyme violence always breaks the boughs. 


East Texas full of black-hearted oil-boom towns. Sex, whiskey, dark sweet-meats coated in 
treacle. Thought up a title that'll set the woods a'fire, but words come thick-n-slow, nine 
dollars a throw, nowt but drolleries for Rotarians, if I’m lucky, a one-sided LP stamped 
“Hillbilly.” Then my legs start shakin! 's'if with the jake. Of, how the Delta wind can moan. My 
goat's-ass fiddle rolling with soliloquies. Her scepire is a wine glass. A bar stool is her throne. Tonight 
she sleeps on the cold, cold ground. 


New World Orpheus, I cut six ghost versions, scattering lyrical meat 78 rpm through 
America, my verses raising the Hebrus. Applause surges. Right now, oh right now I know 


I'm the greatest Bard in Memphis. 


The sonnets 

One night, in come this gal, Jo Ann, scratched up like she's been fightin wildcats. Well 
zounds, I say, what happened? And she said, Jay's old lady's after me with a gun. I told her, 
leave that married man alone. That woman goan kill you over that man. She says, Yeah but 


Willy - she always called me Willy - but Willy, I love that little crosseyed man. 
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So I got the idea. Lay that pistol down. Lay that pistol down, babe. Gotta woman with a gun you know 
you can't outrun. Started with those lyrics, read em over and over so I wouldn't forget what I 
come up with then added the chorus, Let not my love be called idolatry.” 1 had myself a sonnet, 


eight-bar verse, eight-bar chorus, every place you go the jukebox be playing my sonnet. 


I followed this up with Sonnet 18, backed by the Heebie-Jeebie Stompers. 
Look where that evening sun done gone. 

W hich-a-way do I go 

I dreamed my bower was full of red swine 

and my bride bed full of blood. Just make me 

one pallet on your floor. 

Ah, make me a pallet on your floor. Oh make it 

so your husband never know and beauty's rose 


might never die. 


MacBeth 

Some cayman-skinned Texans can still tell you how my steel guitar weirdized the pitch of my 
couplets into a gothic wah-wah, wild furious noise Ben Jonson called blue devilism. 

Fair is foul and foul is fair. 

I beat her til the blood run down. 

Her hair was yellow as gold. 

Fill me from the crown to the toe 

Topful of direst cruelty make thick 

My blood. 

Stop the access and passage to remorse. 


Sure enough, MacBeth became my first Sun-recorded composition. 
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Christopher Marlowe 

Before I became Mr. Will, Kit Marlowe was renowned throughout the land, spy, brawler, 
magician, duellist, counterfeiter, rakehell, power balladeer and Foremost Bard. Kit, he was a 
different kind of cat. Unlike Mr Will, he fed the tabloids. He had the fever, the fear of the 
almost-here end, people jammed all the jivey dives to hear him perform. 

And the guy playing drums is just beatin on em, 

down on em, boom-a boom-boom. And I come, 

great balls o' fire. 

How many roads am I to travel? 

Or am I livin my final hour? 

I was shocked as anyone when Kit was found by the Moorish cleaning lady, paper sack over 


his head stuck fast, black with dried blood. 


Hamlet 

While the Commies were firing their second Sputnik, red-headed Hamlet, the Baptist 
Dionysus, was all aflame at the Assembly of God, Waxahachie Texas. 700 bennies later, 
skidding through Nebraska, murdering and murdering, and murdering, strafe-force boogie- 
woogie 3-finger style, hard clear barrel house. 

Alas, poor Yorick. 

The way is dark. Night is long. 

I don't care if I ever get home. 

I'm waiting at the end 

of the road. 
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King Lear 

Steel guitar, scrapings off a hundred ancient songs out of the midwest. Rumble thy bellyfull Spit, 
fire! Spout, rain! Yodels no closer to Switzerland than the nearest dark alley. 

Poor baked wretcheds 

where so'er you are that bide the pelting 

of this pitiless storm 

How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides, 

your looped and windowed raggedness defend you 


from seasons such as these. 


True story of Taming of the Shrew 

After Petruchio is sold to RCA Victor he grabs a fifth of Old Crow, vanishes into night. He 
bangs down Katherina's door, laughs, low and dark: You tel/ that summa-bitch, Gremio, if he tries 
to see you I'm gonna come over there, give him the biggest ass-whuppin he ever got in his life. Anon, 


Petruchio is injuncted. He shalt not molest immolate or decapitate his first cousin. 


Bloodied by a seedy media gale in the bridal bed of Nesbit, Mississippi, Petruchio returns, 
surrounded by his devoted Hesiods. Armed with a Coke bottle of petrol, he dowses the 
piano. 

Took her by the milk-white hand, laid her on the ground. 

And when he got his will o' her he lift her up again. 

But it din't end there, never meant to end there. It went on, 

From off a hill whose concave womb reworded 

a plaintiff story from a sist'ring vale. 

She took a razor sharp and fine. 

Out her left side she took the heir 

of Wellington. 
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RCA execs panicked, married Petruchio and Katherina, doomed em to live happily ever 


after. 


So that is a true story of me, how I lit comedy, tragedy, history, boomed sonnets with 
trumpet and drum. So place that needle in the hole, do the nasty swing, stone-hard slap-bass, 


tape-loop delay rockabilly glossolalia. Long-ago licks DIE-rect from the Heartbreak Hotel. 
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Oculus Dei 


Arrival 


Finally, the City of Dreams appears in the windshield of your Infiniti. 


Summers 

You made it. All the way from Luckinbill. Hot summer nights you would sneak out through 
your bedroom window and go to the Palace Theatre. Pull out the money stashed in your 
pocket to the Cerberus at the door, cross the sticky floor, descend nine steps into the cavern. 
Gargoyles crouched in niches. Drama masks grimaced. The gilt balcony invoked phantom 
divas. Pause, then choose your usual austere seat at the end of the aisle, 4° row from the 


front. 


Revelation 
You watched dust motes and cigarette smoke weave and roil in the projector beam until the 


curtains finally parted, revealing the radiant life concealed behind them the whole time. 
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Bang 

You loved old movies because they terrified you. Lillian Gish, Gloria Swanson, Barbara La 
Marr. Faces created for the screen. Black lips, spit curls glued to their foreheads, eyes like 
bullets. Laughing when the gun fired. Puff of light, a sign marked BANG. The man always 


crumpled, clutching the hole in his heart. 


Come Back, Little Sheba 
The opening credits closed in on Shirley Booth and Burt Lancaster. You cringed as 


Lancaster opened the cupboard door, reached into the shadows with his bare hand, 


Rush Hour 
Not yet noon, steering wheel already molten. Your Infiniti idles. You wonder if commuters 
will simply plummet and carry on, another business day in Hades, when the eight-lane 


freeway quakes and cracks open. 


Teutonic Nights 

Long blocks of stucco bungalows choked in palm trees. At first you thought the trees looked 
Seussical, their long necks banded in coral, mauve, cyan. At night you find them ominous. 
Shaved, tattooed and violent at night when their fronds clash outside the window of your 


basement apartment. 
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Old-Time Religion 

Wrought-iron gates open to an elaborate work-camp. Trailers, quonsets, mac-tac palaces, 
rolling villages. A kid, sixteen tops, wheels a cathedral on a dolly, duct tape anchoring the 
flying buttresses. Glue guns stencil coliseums. Coveralled people drag plywood to build 
pyramids, assemble temples over the Tar Pits. Meanwhile, a construction team is turning a 


19" Century railway station into a medieval abbey. 


Embarkation 

Your old house jittered on the Luckinbill escarpment where trains ground day into night, 
cutting your parents off mid-fight. A week after your father left, your mother removed the 
clocks and gauged time by the trains. Every few hours the house shook, inherited crystal 
rattled in the cabinet just before the headlight strafed the kitchen. Your mother packed 
suitcases, one for her, the other for you. She poured coffee from a bottomless thermos, then 


closed the curtains. You rocked on the living room floor, wrapped in sleeping bags. 


Gene Tierney 
“You have a Gene Tierney look,” says Miron Dorn. “You can play women going bad, with 
those shadows around your eyes.” The same shadows you’ve been concealing since you were 


sixteen. 
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Huis Clos 

After reading the script you know Lena is the one, Lena, whose beauty depends on ambient 
light, phases of the moon, planetary alignment. You apply Haunted Garden 29, to accentuate 
the shadows around your eyes, a robust Estée Lauder Caput Mortuum on your lips. Practice 
what will become your signature line, “I see your world and no longer fear it.” The dark 


stranger will choose Lena for she, alone, understands there is no return. 


Dark Room 

During the three-week heat-wave you skipped school to attend the Bunuél festival at the 
Palace. You gaped at the screen, as human figures bloomed from chemicals stirred by 
genomes in darkrooms. Women, clinched in big dresses, stepped from curtains. Men, swathed 
in suits, posed in front of ancestral portraits. The women and men tormented each other 
from the distorted interior of spookhouse mansions, as scarabs climbed the walls and 


chandeliers ripened like grapes. 


Undercover 

Eternally convalescing in a Bunuél funhouse, Carlos’s mother strews old love letters, pages 
of impossible cursive, over her bed-sheets. The striped wallpaper reminded you of the cover 
of one of your father’s old books. For some reason you found the yellowed pages, close 
print, musty smell terrifying and you placed the book in your sleeping bag so you could keep 


an eye on it. 
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The Middle Ages 

Your father’s book appeared in your dreams, the ones where you were captured by middle- 
aged men who looked like bankers or dentists. They always took you to fish-eye mansions, 
only embellished with your own touches. Wooden shutters, wrought-iron balconies, spiked 
gates. In the dreams you were always hiding from these men. Under tables, behind couches, 


in root cellars, furnace rooms. 


The Call 
A ring pierces the basement suite you share with two stewardesses. But it’s not magic. A 


9 


reedy voice tells you that Lena went to a “known quantity.” You decide the concept of 


second place is a Bunuélesque joke. 


Joan Crawford 

Shadows swallowed Luckinbill. Your little house on the big hill couldn’t hold off the bug 
mobs banging the screen door. Leaves hung their heads, grey as your mother’s eyes. Your 
father packed his suitcase, grasped his satchel, crackled down the driveway in the avocado 
sedan. As soon as the car vanished into dust, your mother sprayed herself with “Evening in 


Paris” and swayed through the living room like Mildred Pierce. 
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Vital Statistics 

This time the script is all yours. No one can take Ariane Harlow from you. Born 1949, 
daughter of an insurance salesman. A distant, enigmatic man, aman who could leave without 
glancing back at his tidy post-war bungalow, yet pull out photos of his daughter to show 
strangers in bars. Ariane was raised by her mother, a tippler, maybe schizophrenic or bi- 


polar, the writers haven’t decided yet. 


Shoot 
The photographer leaves, and you barely recognize yourself. Taut slope of breast, set off by 
a shimmering gown. Backdrop of Méliées clouds. Lips parted over glossy teeth. He has 


airbrushed your blemishes, but the prints feel clammy and the corners could draw blood. 


Hoodwinked 

Ariane is trudging down the street to her high school when a black van screech-stops beside 
her. A man jumps out, forces her inside, binds and gags her. Ariane has witnessed a robbery, 
but doesn’t yet know where or how, as Production is still waiting for the back-story. Script 
orf no script, even Ariane can tell that the man knows nothing about crime. He drives her out 


of town, across the country, switching between interstates and labyrinthine back roads. 
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Premonition 

Joyless Street played, the night the heat wave broke releasing an eerie, mercuric sky. On screen, 
figures strobed through a thick flow of film that could have been exposed in the 1700s. 
Captions, dream-dialogue, underscored bread-lines twisting down ancient streets. Garbo’s 


face drifted through the sooty light of the city, but never quite surfaced. 


Scheherezade 

He bundles Ariane into motel rooms along interstates. Watches her eat, drink, brush her 
teeth. When the courier finally arrtves with the revised script, Ariane learns he was forced to 
rob a bank,. Possibly needing money to pay for his mother’s operation. To be revealed as 
soon as the writers agree. Every night the man removes the gag to feed Ariane, and she 
beguiles him by inventing a past. Whoever he may be, he loves stories about her idyllic 
childhood, her five crazy siblings, her quirky but loving parents, and the work ethic that held 


the little family together. 


Tabula Rasa 

The still nameless bank robber manages to keep under the radar, perhaps because of his 
poor sense of direction. As he makes his way across the country, men in jumpsuits replace 
Main Street in Wisconsin with a pine forest in the Florida panhandle. Someone strips a 


Bavarian castle, preparing it for its next incarnation, a wood-panelled motel room in Tucson. 
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Natural-born killer 

Finally, the back-story and dénouement arrive in a Brinks truck. The bank robber, Tracy 
Johnson, finally reveals the family secret that forced him into a life of crime. Turns out, his 
psychopathic twin brother Trevor murdered a family in Idaho, and Tracy must remain on 


the lam until he can clear his name. 


Way Out West 

Ariane gazes into the camera the way you once stared down the Luckinbill horizon line, until 
the fields and bushes turned into waveforms. Lacking school brains and street smarts, only 
the sylph in the mirror could lead you out of Luckinbill. Your hairbrush sparked, new dress 
glowed like cherry cola, black nylons slid all the way up your legs. All you had to do was 


lower your eyes and smile, real slow, see, moonlight on water. 


Hydrogen 

Tracy Johnson has come to love Ariane, fascinated by the way she constantly changes. One 
minute an ascetic schoolgirl. Next, a poised woman. He approaches, pins her to the knotty 
pine wall of the motel, called The Bavarian Castle. Tracy Johnson is now so close Ariane can 
feel the weave of his cheap jacket, smell his breath mints. A hush. He opens his mouth, 
utters the words everyone is waiting for. “I love you.” But Ariane’s feet won’t move toward 
the kiss. The director, Lew Robertson, shouts, “Lights.” Kliegs blaze, a volley of white suns. 


You step into the smoking spotlights. Collapsed stars drop through godless deeps. 
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The Thitty-Nine Steps 

The locomotive whistled like a decrepit kettle, iron bridge convulsing under its wheels. It 
could have been you, handcuffed to Robert Donat in the passenger car. Hour upon hour of 
enforced closeness, unable to move without brushing the rough weave of his suit. Inhaling 
his breath, his ground-roasted sweat. You would count the hairs straggling from his cuffs. 


Squirm every time he started chipping his blunt, yellowed nails. 


Luggage 
As Madeleine Carroll, you would wait until Robert Donat’s head dropped. As soon as he 
started snoring, you would slip from his grip, shimmy up into the luggage rack. Smile as you 


watched him search for you. 


Break-out 

Ariane breaks out of Tracy Johnson’s grip and runs outside, past shaved palms, papier 
maché obelisks, polymer jungles and Lego state buildings. Past video cameras, utility trucks, 
extras and Jake the gatekeeper until the studio slides behind her. A waning sun turns the land 
into a mirage of coastlines, hint of desert madness in the late summer Santa Anas. You 


exhale long and deep before walking into the sea. 


81 


Coastwatching 


A long time ago he would nest inside a gold parakeet cage and trill like a real bird. Alarmed, his mother took 
him from doctor to doctor and he duly followed her across the city streets of the county seat, and up the steps 
to another doctor’s office where he sat on the ted vinyl couch, swinging his legs and thumbing through old Ov/ 
magazines without uttering a sound. 
I 

Night after night he lay in bed reading about the Coastwatchers. From outposts along the coasts of the 
Indonesian islands, teams of two men signalled to the Allies in code while Japanese ships circled. Most of the 
signallers were civilians, sailors, fishermen, plantation owners. Dutch, English and even Germans, who had left 
Europe for their own reasons. Even though the war had long ended, Indigenous peoples still saw them 
stirring through volcano shadow, skirting the edges of banana fields, the swamps of Sumatra, the caverns of 


Java, following the low hills down to the sea. 


Il 
He started by taking his paperkid money to buy a transistor radio with telescoping antenna. Later, his camera 
salesman savings gleaned him a shortwave that became a two-way radio, and he didn’t cate who heard him 
speaking into his fist while wearing a headset. Eventually he learned Morse code, dot-dash-dots pulsing from 
his spine to his finger tips. He studied maps, learned about propagation, high frequency antennae, preparing for 


the day when he would lead the Coastwatchers out of exile. 
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IV 
After a disastrous first term in Engineering at McMaster University he returned home and painted his bedroom 
the colours of tropical birds, until yellow, topaz, copper, ruby, sapphite sang from a background of deep green 
unlike any colour in Ontario. His work ended when trees covered all four walls with moss-covered branches 
and vines and fan leaves. Birds soared across the ceiling, some with long red tails, others with stubby dark 


yellow beaks, and one with a wing span as wide as his arms. 


Vv 
His mother, shocked, looked at the walls as if she had just seen blood for the first time. As soon as he left for 
the Solomon Islands she painted the walls over in white latex, but was unable to remove the riotous colour 


under the paint, turning his room into a ghost jungle. 


VI 
Well, he made out no better as a Coastwatcher than he had as an engineering student, or a child. Portable 
coastwatcher radios weighed about 100 pounds and needed a battery pack heavier than a brick. His generator 
was a bicycle crank, which he had to pedal with his hands to charge the batteries. He also had to string an 
antenna from tree to tree, a wire near fifty feet long for high frequency. All this with Japanese patrols lurking 
around, jungles teeming with Dutch officers, plantation owners and ambivalent Natives. It only took three 


weeks for the insulation, wiring and canvas knapsack to rot in the humidity. And for him to run out of money. 
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VU 
The night was clear, salted with stars, a touch of breeze. He stood on the road, looking down the long hill from 
the jungle to the village, starving, aching and covered with sores. He had left his equipment to moulder in the 
jungle and he mocked himself for ever thinking he could lead anyone anywhere. Around him, the purr of 
thunder, brief surges of heat lightning through the trees. He couldn’t even signal his way to a doctor’s office or 
a parakeet cage. It didn’t take long before he started recounting his every failure from the beginning of his time 


on earth. 


VIII 
But no matter how rigorously he berated himself, the thoughts only washed over him like 
rain over the canopy of leaves, as if they were only what someone in his position was 
supposed to think. All that mattered was that he was on the coast and he was still alive, and 
if he could only feel like this forever, he would prowl the coast and signal into eternity. His 
throat opened after so many years of being closed and he began to sing, as the sky grew 


black all around him. 
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listen 

midnight, the Crawley children are playing games in their backyard sandbox. they 
have a tendency to levitate when they get excited. the neighbours don’t mind, they 
are not allowed to mind 

listen 

no one is entirely sure what Mrs Howell plants in her garden all day and night. no 
one has ever seen anything grow. yet on windy nights you can hear leaves rustling, 
cedars creaking, as if there is a rainforest on the other side of the fence. when it is 
cool and wet, sometimes a green glow filters through the pickets 

listen 

Saturday afternoons Mr A tends the grill where he cooks hamburgers, serves them 
up on paper plates and lays the plates out on the red-checked tablecloth on his patio 
table. his next-door neighbours come by, pick up the plates and hold them until it’s 
time to leave. they will then drop the plates in the bin by the back gate and disappear 
again until the next Saturday 

listen 

every year Virginia throws a garden party for the same people. at 10 p.m, sharp, her 
guests file down the path, enter without saying a word and proceed to the backyard 
where they stand in rows staring at the night sky in silence. at 10:40 p.m, sharp, all 
of Virginia’s guests line up and file back down the path to their houses 

listen 

sometimes you can hear an orchestra softly playing a tune as if they are in mourning, 
or remembering something they had lost. If you could name it you might say it was 
a terrible desire to return to a place of less fear, one you never knew 


listen 
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flikr 


all this light pissing in alleys. i walk and walk, days upon days, 

wind flogging ragged cloud, autumn throwing down its shadows, 
sumac talk-back. the city raises its hackles. i want to pull the children 
out, transport them to the country but important men came, bought 
out the bottomlands, leaving only mudflat slag, bog and slues, trees 
growing wrong, no trespassing knee-deep in bones. a wisp of white 
smoke spirals from the business district, a cache of loot caught in 
5G cheese graters, hum of tumble-dry coming from the minotaur’s 
lair. heavy metals scare me, iron, blood, the rusted grins of war men 
covered in guns. every night floods my garden, shadow kin huddle 


on the far shore 
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ley lines 


bio 


undermined woman pummelled by pandemic. date of my birth, hmm, story is, 


when i was born the sexton tolled the bell. what else do you need to know? 
iam nearly five thousand miles from my past and yes, my third eye can be 
merciless, especially when wounded. harmless for the most part though, 


i mostly appear in lakes, mirrors and spoons 


halcyon 

a cove down the coast to the east, road rolling deeper into a new world. 
tom-toms of autumn. men towing machines down to the sea to simulate 
an economy. another Sunday falling by mistake, filling my leaky Nikes. 
ochre smoke curls over the crossroad. trees fall back, razorwire grown 
higher, wilder. vireos on a red-eye flight. no one has seen the islands 


since a billionaire stripped them for parts 


local colour 

juggernauts roar down the boulevard, pursued by the Weather Channel. 
days of purse cars, fast food lube jobs. decks of cards shuffle through alleys 
and you can hear the lowing of bells at their daily toil. milk cartons assault 
photos of missing children under a sky full of hurricanes so tiny all they do 
is harass the same three leaves on the city’s last tree. sometimes you can see 


the dulcimer player on the porch of the Café Orphée, lit from behind 
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festivals 

public beheadings, popular on Churchill Square, supply steady 
income. a fresh-cut woodblock sits in the centre of the scaffold. 
Dear Premier insists on a new block for each of the condemned. 
some claim this is an unnecessary expense given the number of 
executions. i can’t hate Dear Premier as much as i should, as a 
North Glenoran. when i was a kid he said he my head was lovely 


enough to display in his Sky Palace 


neighbourhood watch 

gates made of consecrated steel and concertina wire. guards at their 
posts, dead pheasants slung over their shoulders. houses tethered to 
dollarama tabernacles, sea-curled people in windows. a child, eating 
alone, looking at nothing, Dear Premier’s voice crackling through 

the static of a dying star. we didn’t vote for Dear Premier, birds drop 
suet on our heads, our roads are used for military drills. we have been 


erased, re-mapped or triaged. our mussels are loaded, safeties off 


geolocation 

picture a mock chateau squatting amid ice floes in shrinking night. 1 
row across the floor. all the passing storms turn everything greenish 
along the ley lines. always a door slamming, a creak, an odd footfall 
but no one to help me carry the comfort amphora i bought today. 
to be fair, my chamber is underground, address displayed in Roman 


numerals and i may have filled my forms in Cockney rhyming slang 
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Book of Hours 

wind, banging and crashing. plains blistering in the panhandle smell 
of sulphur, cough syrup, authoritarian drone of lawn mowers, my 
moments of rite and pastime in this grandfather clock of conspiracy, 
superstition, endless variants of hate. feral bagpipes were sighted just 
before the airport sovereigned itself and no one is permitted beyond 
the lit zone. i may be alone and unarmed but the bones are rising 


and a moon is climbing out of the earth 
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chalk circles 


i blind-sight through the days, mostly invisible 
if you really want to see me come find me but 
keep two meters between us. people shimmer 
in summer heat, fleeting thoughts without start 
ot finish. 1 go out when i’m hungry. if i like 
someone i walk beside them from across the 
street, say hello, nod, maybe tip my cap. if they 
respond i draw a circle around my feet at the 
place where we connected. tonight 1 lost the 
sunflower man but find a solitary walker who 
bids me a good evening. i draw my circle and 
step out but instead of leaving 1 look back at 
the path that led me here, the rocks, scree, 
trees closing rank, falling sun gaslighting me 
with visions of magic bridges. threat of snow 
overt the Pyrenees. i am unable to recall where 1 
came from, much less how i got here, or why i 
am cattying a valise that contains only a little 
wooden rocking horse. the cry of gulls leads 
me to the rim of the circle. i drop pebbles into 
the centre but don’t hear a splash so i must 
lower the ropes, climb down 


to continue 
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